the rate of at least ten pounds a day. It lasted just over
a fortnight.
*Tm beginning to run short of cash, child. Fm
afraid you'll have to go," Freddie said one morning. I
wasn't alarmed, because only a day or two previously
I had met a vague young man named Thomas, who lived
in a mews in Mayf air. His first words to me had been:
tcWhen Freddie is through with you, come round to
me/' and I did. Thomas's ambition was to be taken
for an intellectual, but he never succeeded in looking
like anything but a guardsman. He lived in a state of
permanent confusion. The flat was rarely empty of
strangers, who sometimes used to walk in casually to
make love on the bed. Thomas stamped on the bath-
towels and flung the boot-brushes in the bath. He was
usually just out of a promising job. The tables were
ahvays covered with dirty glasses and the coal-scuttle
filled with unpaid bills. To mounting debts and vanish-
ing posts his unique reaction was a guardee drawl of:
**The Lord invariably provides."
Thomas never made any attempt to touch me. I
slept on a mattress laid on the sitting-room floor and
succeeded in reducing the flat to a speedily dissipated
order. When I grew tired of it, I would ring up Victor
and go out with him. "Turning into a bit of a bird,
aren't you Stelling ?" he said to me one day, but he
exerted no effort to save me from my new way of liv-
ing. If he had only suggested to me that I should try
to get a steady job and settle down in a tiny flat and
cut loose from the Bohemians, I think I should have
done it* It would have been easy for him to point out
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